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than his frame. Bat he was soon sensible that he was
alone. A veiled figure gently lifted him, and another one
refreshed his pillows. He spoke, or tried to speak, but one
of them pressed her finger to her shrouded lips, and lie
willingly relapsed into the silence which he had hardly
strength enough to break.

And sometimes these veiled and gliding ministers brought
lifm sustenance and sometimes remedies, and he complied
with all their suggestions, but with absolute listlessness ;
and sometimes a coarser hand interposed, and sometimes he
caught a countenance that was not concealed, but was ever
strange. He had a vague impression that they examined
and dressed his wounds, and arranged his bandages; btxf.
whether he really had wounds, and whether he were or
were not bandaged, he hardly knew, and did not care to
know. He was not capable of thought, and memory was
an effort under which he always broke down. Day affcei
day he remained silent and almost motionless ulike in mind
and body. He had a vague feeling that, after some great
sorrows, and some great trials, he was in stillness and in
safety; and he had an indefinite mysterious sentiment of
gratitude to some unknown power, that had cherished him
in his dark calamities, and poured balm and oil into his
wounds.

It was in this mood of apathy that, one evening, there
broke upon his ear low but beautiful voices performing tb.6
evening service of the Church. His eye glistened, his
heart was touched by the vesper spell. He listened with
rapt attention to the sweet and sacred strains, and when
they died away he felt depressed. Would they ever sound
again.?

Sooner than he could have hoped, for, when he woke in
the morning from his slumbers, which, strange to say, were
always disturbed, for the mind and the memory seemed to
work at night though in fearful and exhausting chaos, tlxe